TheTragedie 

Ofyou my noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg’d betweenevs." 

Of you Lo. Riucrs,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue ffownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles,Lords,gen tie men, in deed ofall : 

I do not know that Englifh man aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotte at oddes; 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

1 thankc my God for my humilitie. 

Q,u, A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My fouereigne liege I do befecch your Maicftic, 

T o take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue I offred loue for this. 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniuric to fcorne his corfe. 

Riu. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 

Q#, Allfceingheauen,whata worldis this? -p 

Bock, Looke l fo paile Lo.Dovfetas the reft ? n 
Dor, I my good Lo.and no one in this prefence, - ■ 

But his red colour hath forfooke hischeekes. 

Ktn, Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft. 

Glo, But he (poore foule bv your firft order died, 

And that a winged Mercurie did'bcarc. 

Some tardie cripple bore the countcrmaund. 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that fome lcfTe noble, and lefle loyall. 

Nearer in bloudie thoughts .but not in bloud : 

Dcferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Darbie, 

Dar, A boone(my foueraine)fbr myferuicedonc. 

Kin, I pray thee peace, my foule is full offorrow. 

Dar, I will not rife vulelleyourhighneflegraunt. 

Kin . Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundfh 
Dar, The forfait foucraigne of my feruants life. 

Who flue to day a i yotous gentleman, 

Latelic attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc. 

Kin. Haue 
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of Richard the third. 

Km. Haue la tongue to doomc my brothers death. 

And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet his punifhment was crucll death. 

Who fued to me lor him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bade me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did fc r < 

The mightic Warwicke,and did fight for l 
Who told e me in the field by T euxburic, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me. 

And faid,deare brother ,liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay iethefield. 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his ovvne garments.and gaue himfelfe ’ % 

All thin and and nakedto the riumbcold night ? 

All this fiom my remembrance 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put if in my rninde. 

But when your carters, or your waighting 
Haue done a drunken flaugbter,and defaf 
The precious image of our deare Redeemer, 

You flraight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And T vriiuflly too.muft grauntit you: 

But form; bro*„her,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor I(vngracious)fpeake vnto my felfe. 

For him, poore foule I'Thcproudeft ofyou all - i ' i 

Haue beene beholding to him in his life, 

Yet none of you Would once plead for his life • ' ■ ' • 

Oh God, I fearc,thy iufticc will take holde 
Onme,andyou,5ndmine,ahdyoursifbrthisf ; '{Exit, 
Come HaftingSjhelpe me to my dofer, oh poore Clarence, 

Glo. This is the fruit of rafhneffe : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kihred ofthe QueCnc, 

Lookt pale when they did heareof C 1 -' - ” 1 "" 

Oh they did vrge it fli’l vnto the King, 

God will rcuengeif. But come lets in 
T o comfort Edward with our compani c, E xeunt. 

E Enter 
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